PERIOD   PIECE                             87

with relief at having been spared the revolutions of
1848. Nothing could cloud the exuberance of that
season. Not even the cholera, or the demise of the
Queen Dowager Adelaide, or the collapse of Lady
Blessington, or the Punjab war, or the attempt upon
Her Majesty's life on Constitution Hill, or the death
of Chopin, or the strange doings of the Prince President
in Italy, or the first futile venture of Garibaldi. There
was so much that was exciting both to hear and to see.
There was the Queen with her handsome husband and
her four adorable little children. There was the Royal
Chinese junk down at the East India docks. There
was the Friesland dwarf and * La lutte voltigeuse ' at
Drury Lane. One could hear the * Tragedy of Garcia '
at Sadler's Wells and one could visit the gas-lit
pantomime at Astley's. Not a week passed in which
some new railroad station or aqueduct failed to bear
testimony to our unexampled progress. The giant
water lily at Chatsworth (the Victoria Regia) burst into
three separate blooms and Miss Paxton was depicted
standing prim and secure upon one of its gigantic
leaves. There was the ascent of Mr. Green's balloon
from Vauxhall Gardens and the opening of the
Britannia Bridge across the Menai Straits. There was
the Rush murder trial and the huge sea-serpent
observed and even sketched by an officer of H.M.S.
Plumper. There was the opening of the new Exchange
at Manchester, and the completion of the great Doric
railway station designed by Mr. Hardwick for the
London and North Western Railway Company in
Euston Square.

Lord Dufferin's attendances at the House of Lords
became less and less frequent and he received from